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Open Up for Me



When I heard the knock on my front door I didn’t think much about it. In my neighborhood it is common to get solicitors wandering from porch to porch, ringing doorbells and hoping to catch someone bored enough to listen. I walked toward the entryway and tried to recall whether I was expecting a package. Nothing came to mind.

It took only a quick glance through the narrow side window to see a girl standing on my front step. She had one hand on her hip, her weight shifted slightly so her stance looked casual and a little confident. I did a double-take because, if I am being completely honest, she was gorgeous.

She was short, but carried herself with a kind of poise that made her seem taller. Her long, platinum-blonde hair fell in loose curls around her chest, catching the afternoon light in a soft shimmer. She had that kind of petite figure that could trick the eye, slim overall yet with a faint hourglass shape that drew attention without trying. Even from behind the glass I could tell she had a tiny, perfectly shaped butt that made my gaze linger longer than it should have.

I knew a girl like her could probably sell anything to a straight guy like me, and I would buy it with a dumb grin and pretend I wasn’t being obvious about it. I couldn’t see enough of her chest to decide whether she had much going on up top, but honestly, I wasn’t thinking like a gentleman at that moment anyway.

Normally, I never answer the door for strangers or solicitors. I usually know when I am expecting someone, and after too many long, repetitive pitches on my doorstep, I became pretty strict about ignoring knocks unless I recognized the voice. But I had never had a beautiful young woman show up on my porch before. So I broke my own rule. I couldn’t ot help myself. If I didn’t answer, she would walk away, and the thought of that felt strangely disappointing. For all I knew she wasn’t selling anything at all but was a new neighbor who needed help with something important, maybe even something personal.

Never one to turn my nose up at charity or at least basic human kindness, I convinced myself I had to answer the door.

I pulled it open and found her standing just inches away. A soft, floral perfume drifted toward me the moment the air shifted. It was delicate, like something a college girl might put on before a date.

“Um, hi,” she said.

There was a trace of uncertainty in her voice, as if she feared I might shut the door in her face. Her voice was gentle and slightly breathy, and her glossy, pouty lips curved into a shy, careful smile as she looked up at me.

“Hey there,” I said, and I could hear the warmth in my own voice as I looked her over with very little shame. At my age, and with the divorce behind me, I had stopped pretending I didn’t notice a beautiful woman when she was right in front of me. I’m not usually a sleazy guy, but it had been months since I had been with anyone, and she was easily the most attractive girl I had seen in a long time. My conscience tried to keep my libido in check, but it was losing the battle fast.

She brushed her bangs aside, corralling them with her fingers as the mild breeze lifted a few strands and carried her scent toward me. The movement was casual, almost nervous, and then she slipped straight into what was clearly her sales pitch.

“Um, I was wondering if I could come inside and talk to you about an exciting opportunity.”

“An ‘exciting opportunity,’ huh,” I said.

I squinted against the bright summer light. The sun was hitting the porch just right, forcing my eyes into a half-squint that probably made me look more skeptical than I meant to be. I raised a brow and said, “I’m sorry. You seem very nice, but whatever you’re selling, I’m not interested.”

“Are you sure?” she asked.

Her smile tried to hold its shape, but I could see the falter in it, the way her mouth tightened as if she was swallowing a small disappointment. It was hard to brush her off when she looked genuinely hurt. Either she was brand-new and hadn’t yet learned how to take rejection, or she was extremely good at her job and knew exactly how to tug at a man’s sympathy. If the latter was true, she was well on her way to having me wrapped around her little finger.

“Well, what are you selling, exactly?” I asked. “I should probably know if it’s something I could even use.”

“It’s a sort of beauty regimen,” she said with a small smile.

The expression was hard to read. It hovered between shy amusement and something more practiced, like she was waiting to see how ridiculous I would find the idea.

“I’m divorced, actually,” I said. “And my daughter lives with her mother, so there aren’t any girls in the house. Sorry. I wish I could help, but maybe try the house next door. I think a few college girls rent it.”

“Maybe I could show you a few products and you could buy something for your daughter,” she said. “Girls love surprise gifts.”

I chuckled, and my brows lifted automatically. “Not if you knew my ex-wife or my daughter.”

“I don’t mean to annoy you,” she said, her gaze dropping to the porch. “I’m just not doing very well at my job, and it would really help me out if you bought one little bottle of moisturizer or something.” She looked up again with a hopeful smile. “I could show you the cheapest things we have. It wouldn’t cost much at all.”

I sighed, shrugged, and rolled my eyes at myself more than at her. “Okay, come in. But only for a few minutes. I work from home and I’m a bit behind.”

The girl stepped into my foyer, her sandals tapping lightly on the tile. I closed the door and motioned with my hand. “This way,” I said, guiding her toward the dining table.

“I really don’t have much time,” I repeated, trying to set some kind of boundary even though I could already feel myself relaxing it.

“Oh, that’s no problem at all,” she said brightly. “Thanks for letting me show you what we have.”

“You’re not a serial killer, are you? Or hiding some big secret?” I said with a laugh. “I probably should have asked outside. If you’re a vampire, I basically just invited you right in.” I gave a stupid little chuckle at my own joke.

“A big secret?” she said, smiling as her eyes flicked around curiously. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

Her expressions moved back and forth between flirtatious and shy, a shifting blend of glances and half-smiles that I couldn’t quite decode. I didn’t know what to make of it. I chalked it up to the fact that I was creeping toward forty, and she was clearly much younger. Girls her age, whether high school or college, had become almost impossible for me to read. One second she looked demure, the next she looked like she was teasing me, and I had no idea which version was real.

I had learned long ago not to take a smile at face value. After enough misunderstandings, I had built up the opposite reflex. A girl could have made the most obvious pass at me and I would still have assumed she was just being friendly. So I knew it was entirely possible that I was misreading this salesgirl, not because she was doing anything suggestive, but because I had lost touch with how younger people communicated.

It crossed my mind that I had simply forgotten how awkward it felt to talk to someone older when you were still figuring out who you were. With that in mind, I decided not to read too much into any of it.

“So, um, are you doing this for a summer job or something?” I asked, hoping small talk might ease the weird tension. “Like, before high school starts up again?”

The girl laughed and shook her head. “I’m a sophomore in college, actually.”

“Hey, I was close,” I said, giving her a polite smile. “Sort of.” The laugh that followed came out thinner than I intended, almost nervous.

We each took a seat at the dining table, and she set her bag on the polished wood surface. The faint rustle of its contents reminded me of makeup kits my ex-wife used to leave scattered in the bathroom.

“I’m Lexi, by the way,” she said with a bright, easy smile.

“I’m Grant,” I replied.

“This is a really nice house,” she said, looking around. Her blue eyes swept over everything with open appreciation, almost awe, as if she had stepped into something grander than it actually was. The way she glanced around made me feel like she was taking in every detail.

“It’s nothing special,” I said. “It’s pretty much all I have left after the divorce, so I guess I take a little pride in keeping it up.”

“What do you do for a living?” she asked. She cleared her throat softly. “If you don’t mind me asking.”

“I’m a mutual fund manager for a private equity firm.”

“That sounds important,” she said with a small laugh. “But I honestly have no idea what that means.”

“Basically, I invest money for rich people,” I said, returning her laugh.

It struck me that it had been a long time since I had talked to someone who didn’t already have a firm grasp on the corporate world. And it had been even longer since someone heard what I did and responded with anything resembling interest instead of cynicism.

“It’s not that important,” I said. “Robots could probably do it eventually. But for now, it pays the bills.”

“And then some?” she asked, giving me another one of those quiet, curious smiles as her eyes drifted around the room again.

“Maybe so,” I said. “But don’t get any ideas.” I tried to make the warning sound lighthearted.

“Oh? Why not? You’re single, aren’t you?” she giggled.

My eyes widened, and for a moment my brain stumbled over itself. The question felt playful, but it hit harder than she probably intended.

“Well,” I said, clearing my throat, “I am single. But I meant that you shouldn’t upsell me just because you think I can afford something.” I forced a small laugh to smooth things over.

“My mistake,” she said, returning to that calm, unreadable demeanor.

As she reached deeper into her bag and gathered a few items into her hands, I found myself watching her with a kind of sharpened curiosity. Up close, she looked even younger than I had first guessed, but she carried herself with enough poise that I felt confident she had to be at least college-aged. That realization allowed a small wave of relief to move through me. When I first opened the door, I had immediately noticed how cute she was, and the last thing I needed was the guilt of accidentally letting my eyes linger on someone too young for me.

Her skin looked impossibly smooth, almost porcelain, the kind of soft, pale glow that catches the natural light and makes it look airbrushed. Her hair was blonde with a slight frizz to it, like she had let it air-dry after a morning shower. A few strands caught in the light and created this faint halo effect around her shoulders. Her eyes were such a vivid blue that it made me pause, as if I needed a second to actually process the color. They were bright, wide, and expressive in a way that felt disarming. She had freckles scattered lightly across her nose, barely there but enough to give her face a warm, youthful softness. A small silver nose ring shimmered whenever she moved. It was understated, almost dainty, and somehow made her even prettier.

She wore a fitted black polo shirt and khaki pants that clung to her long legs in a way that left little to the imagination. The fabric traced the lines of her thighs and calves each time she shifted in her seat. The shirt looked like standard company-issued attire, complete with a small embroidered logo near her chest that I couldn’t place. It was probably some health-and-beauty brand, the kind of thing my ex-wife would recognize instantly, while I would remain clueless even if someone spelled it out for me.

The whole uniform had the polished look of a job where presentation mattered. And she certainly presented well.

“So, Lexi,” I said, clearing my throat and trying to keep my tone light. “How long have you been doing this? Going into strange guys’ houses and selling beauty products?” I grinned so she knew I was joking.

“I’ve been doing it for six months,” she said, arranging the first few items neatly on the table.

“Six months? That’s actually impressive. Especially for this kind of work,” I said. “Something tells me you aren’t doing as badly as you made it seem out on my porch.”

Her eyes flicked up at me quickly, just a brief glance, but it carried something in it. A spark of confidence that contradicted the shy mannerisms she kept slipping into. Her smile was small, subtle, but there was a self-assuredness beneath it that didn’t match her soft-spoken voice. It made me think she knew exactly what she was doing, even if she pretended she didn’t.

My gaze drifted for a moment, not meaning to stare but still caught on her frame. Her chest was modest. If she had breasts, they were barely there under the fabric of her polo. A-cup at most. It hardly mattered to me. I wasn’t the type who fixated on big chests, but even so, I felt a flicker of sympathy. Women had their insecurities just as men did, and I had known enough women to understand how much pressure they felt about their bodies. Meanwhile, I was sitting there thinking about her body at all when I had no business doing so. I was twice her age.

I needed to stop letting my eyes wander. If she caught me staring, what would she think? Probably that I was a lonely divorcé desperate for any kind of feminine attention.

She pulled a handful of products from her bag and set them on the table. Tubes of lotion, creams, colorful packaging with little icons and ingredients I had never heard of.

“I hope you don’t expect me to know what any of this is,” I said, holding up my hands, palms out, as if admitting defeat before she even started.

Lexi laughed softly and shook her head. “No, no. I didn’t think you would. But your girl would probably like some of this. Girls my age love this stuff. And it’s cruelty-free.”

“That means it doesn’t hurt when you put it on, right?” I said. The joke came out before I could stop it. I chuckled at my own cluelessness.

She laughed again, louder this time, and shook her head. “Actually, it means the products aren’t tested on animals. That’s important to a lot of people now.”

“Don’t tell me they’re putting makeup on animals,” I said.

“Well, they test harsh chemicals on them sometimes,” Lexi said, smoothing her hands over the table as she spoke. “I try to avoid that when I buy things.”

“I appreciate that you didn’t… you know… make me feel completely stupid just now.” I laughed and rubbed the back of my neck.

“It’s okay,” Lexi said. “I know a lot about this kind of stuff. But if you showed me anything from your job, I’d probably have a hundred questions. You’d end up thinking I was clueless, too.”

She said it with a playful little tilt of her head, her lips curving in a way that was both innocent and just suggestive enough to make my stomach tighten.

Lexi then set a bottle on the table beside the tubes. The sound of glass tapping wood was soft, almost delicate. It was a clear jar, lightly tinted pink, and the tablets inside were large white discs that looked almost too big to swallow. A gold label wrapped around the bottle, shimmering faintly under the overhead light, but from where I sat I couldn’t make out the lettering. It looked expensive in the way boutique products always did, flashy enough to suggest quality even if you had no idea what you were looking at.

“What’s that?” I asked, nodding toward the bottle.

“Oh, that’s… that’s nothing,” she said with a smile that seemed a little too quick. “I just pulled it out while reaching for something else. That wouldn’t apply to you.”

“Oh? That’s kind of insulting, don’t you think?” I said. “Maybe I’m interested in your beauty pills.” The label caught the light again, and curiosity tugged at me.

Lexi laughed and covered her mouth with her fingertips. Her nails were painted a pale pink, the kind you’d only notice if you were close enough, and I suddenly realized how close I was watching her. “You wouldn’t be interested,” she said. “I can already tell what sort of guy you are, and you’re not the kind who would want those.”

“So I’m not even allowed to know what they are?” I said. I wasn’t offended, but I felt a small spark of playful challenge rise in me. Something about her evasiveness made me want to push a little.

Lexi lifted one shoulder in a shy shrug and smiled. “They’re… um… how do I say this.” She let out a small laugh and a faint blush rose on her cheeks, as if the topic itself felt mischievous. “They’re beautification pills.”

“Oh yeah?” I said. I picked up the bottle. It felt heavier than I expected, solid in my hands. I tilted it until I could read the golden script. “For the ultimate transformation,” I read aloud.

The phrasing struck me as dramatic, almost ridiculous, and I set the bottle back down with a shrug. “So, you’ve got some moisturizers you think my girl would like, huh?”

“That’s right,” Lexi said. Her relief was visible, the way her shoulders loosened and her breath smoothed out, as if she had been hoping I wouldn’t linger on the pills.

And I hadn’t planned to, until a bright orange price sticker on the side of the bottle caught my eye.

“Holy shit,” I said before I could stop myself.

I snatched the bottle again and squinted at the tiny printed numbers. “Two hundred and fifty-nine dollars? Is this correct?”

Lexi giggled and nodded. “Yes. Those can be pretty expensive.”

“For that much money, it better be the ultimate transformation,” I said.

“Oh, it is,” Lexi replied. Her tone slipped into something softer, almost secretive. It had that quiet kind of confidence that made me feel like the punchline was hidden just out of reach. She knew more than she was saying, and she liked that I could tell.

“Well, what does it do, exactly?” I asked. “Make your skin clearer or something? Who would pay that much money for beauty pills?” I turned the bottle slowly in my hands. “I’ll bet they’re just sugar pills.”

“To be honest,” Lexi said, folding her hands in her lap, “they’re a sort of best-kept secret in our industry. They’re very hard to get, and we don’t sell them to just anyone.” She hesitated before adding, “And this bottle isn’t for sale. It’s mine.”

“Wait. You spent that much money on these?” I asked, my eyes widening despite myself.

Lexi nodded. “I do get a small discount, though.”

“Why? You’re already so pretty,” I said before I could think better of it.

Lexi let out another soft giggle, her blush returning in a deeper shade this time. “Thanks,” she murmured, tucking a loose curl behind her ear. Her voice had a sweetness to it that felt warm, almost inviting, and for a moment the room seemed smaller, quieter, as if the conversation had slipped into something more intimate than sales.

“I’m serious,” I said. “You shouldn’t feel like you need these. You’re just wasting your money.” My voice softened at the end, because I meant it. She was already beautiful, and not in that manufactured, influencer way. She had a natural glow that looked effortless.

“Trust me, I owe everything I have to these pills,” Lexi said. Her tone changed just enough to make me pay attention. She reached across the table, her fingers brushing mine for a second as she took the bottle from my hand. The touch was small, accidental maybe, but it left a faint warmth on my skin. She tucked the bottle smoothly back into her bag, almost protectively.

“Well, if they’re that good, maybe I need them too,” I said. “It takes me way too long to look decent after a night of drinking these days. Would those pills help with that?”

I was joking, mostly. But part of me meant it. Her complexion had this fresh, even tone that looked like good sleep and good genetics, and I could admit that I was becoming more self-conscious than I used to be. I had never bought beauty products in my life, always too proud or too stubborn to admit I cared. But now that I had to work twice as hard in the gym just to maintain what used to come naturally, vanity was creeping in. I noticed wrinkles forming at the corners of my eyes. I noticed puffiness after late nights. Seeing her sit there glowing didn’t exactly help.

“Trust me, they’re not something you would want,” Lexi said.

She spoke with a confidence that implied she had already made the decision for me. I had no idea why she kept shutting the topic down, and it bothered me enough to push again.

“Why not?” I asked.

“You’re so big and muscular and…” Lexi began. She hesitated, biting her lower lip for a moment before continuing. The gesture made her look briefly flustered, and for a split second her eyes flicked down my torso. “These pills wouldn’t do you any good. They’re for girls or for guys who are, well, more effeminate.”

“It just seems odd to write me off,” I said. “For all you know, I’m a super-effeminate gay guy.”

“Oh?” Lexi said, widening her eyes slightly.

“That’s right,” I said with exaggerated confidence, nodding as if I were announcing something important.

“I don’t believe that,” she said, giving me a polite smile that suggested she was humoring me. “I think you’re straight. And you did tell me you were divorced.”

“Well, why do you think my wife and I got divorced?” I said, tilting my head.

I tried to hold the expression, but I broke almost immediately. My composure cracked into a grin, which quickly turned into a laugh I couldn’t suppress.

Lexi laughed with me and shook her head. “Nice try.”

“Well, if you’re not going to tell me what those pills are, then I guess I’m not interested in buying anything,” I said. I crossed my arms, pretending to be stubborn, though I knew she could see right through me.

“Um, well,” Lexi said, her voice shifting into something soft and thoughtful. “I suppose I’m going to have to be more persuasive, then, aren’t I?”

“Yeah, I guess so,” I said. “I don’t see how you’re going to convince me, though.”

“Oh, I could probably think of something,” she said.

Her smile changed. It curled slowly, teasing at the corners. It was curious, almost wicked. Her eyes moved with a new kind of sparkle, shifting between mine and my mouth as if she were measuring how far she could push this moment. It was flirtatious in a way that felt deliberate now, not accidental. And as soon as her expression turned mischievous, a visceral wave of heat moved through me.

Of course, the dirtiest part of my mind hoped the situation would take that rapid left turn into porno territory. Some fantasy where she would sink to her knees between my legs, brush her blonde hair back, and take my cock into her mouth like she had been waiting for the chance from the second she stepped inside.

But this was real life, not porn. I forced myself to tear that image out of my head before I got carried away.

Still, my body reacted before my brain could. My dick grew hard under the table, stiffening in my jeans with embarrassing eagerness. Even the stray thought of her lips around me was enough to make my pulse pick up. She was petite and delicate, and the sudden fantasy of her struggling to take the head of my cock made my breath catch in my throat.

I shifted slightly in my chair, trying to adjust discreetly so the growing bulge stayed hidden beneath the edge of the table. But it was too late. The ache of arousal had already settled in, and I could feel my heartbeat pulsing low in my body, hot and insistent.

“What if I lowered the price by twenty-five percent?” she said. Her voice changed when she said it, lighter and a little too hopeful, like she thought she had finally found the perfect compromise. “Would that interest you?”

“Nah,” I said. I glanced at my watch in a way that suggested I was trying to be responsible, even though my mind was far from focused on work. “Actually, I’ve really got to get to a meeting here in a minute.”

Her expression faltered, only for a second. “Well, I certainly hope I didn’t offend you,” she said. “It’s just that… you don’t need anything in those pills. Trust me.”

“And how do you know what I need?” I asked. I lifted my chin dramatically, giving her a mock look of offense. “Maybe I care more about my complexion than you think.”

I said it jokingly, but there was a tiny sting in me from the way she kept refusing to even consider me as a customer. She was a salesgirl, after all. Turning away money seemed like the last thing she should be doing. The whole thing felt oddly personal, as if she were protecting me from something.

Lexi let out a small, frustrated groan, the kind that sounded half teenage exasperation and half genuine reluctance. Then she blurted, “Because those pills turn you from a boy into a girl. And you obviously aren’t looking to turn into a girl, are you?”

I let out a loud guffaw and rolled my eyes. “They turn guys into girls, huh?”

Lexi nodded, not dramatically, just a small, quiet nod that made the air between us feel suddenly different.

“And why am I supposed to believe that?” I said. “That’s the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard.”

“But it’s true,” Lexi said softly.

“Let’s see a testimonial, then,” I said. “I want to meet a girl who used to be a boy before she took these magical pills.”

Lexi didn’t answer. Instead, she smiled in this slow, embarrassed way. Her cheeks pinked, and her eyes fluttered away from mine, darting to the side as if she couldn’t hold contact anymore. She bit at one of her fingernails and let out a tiny, quiet giggle that didn’t match the seriousness of what she was implying.

“What? What is it?” I said.

She kept giggling under her breath, and suddenly everything clicked.

“Oh, come on,” I said. “Don’t tell me… there’s no way. You’re so fucking with me right now.”

But a cold little tremor crept into me. The thought flashed across my mind, unwanted and immediate. What if she wasn’t joking? What if I was sitting there practically drooling over someone who used to be a teenage boy?

But no. No. I shut the thought down hard. I was straight. I knew I was straight. And I was absolutely convinced that if Lexi had ever been a boy, I would have noticed. There would have been some kind of hint. A tell. Something masculine lingering under her softness. But she looked like a girl in every possible way. Too much so.

Lexi shrugged gently and said, “You don’t have to believe me. And honestly, it’s not really your business, anyway.”

“True,” I said. “It really isn’t. And there’s no point in going on about this because there’s no way to prove it.”

“Well,” Lexi said, her voice taking on a playful, coy tone, “there might be one way.” She giggled again and blushed even deeper, the color spreading across her cheeks like warmth rising up her skin.

“What?” I said. “You’re going to show me your dick? You don’t have a dick. You’re just a hot girl who’s messing with me.”

“Oh?” Lexi said. She tilted her head, and her smile sharpened into something mischievous. “Well, why don’t we make a wager, then?” she added.

“What do you mean?” I asked, though my pulse had already picked up, hammering beneath my ribs.

“Well, you obviously think I’m hot,” she said, her voice dropping lower, softer.

And then she did something I never expected. She slipped off her chair and lowered herself to the floor, settling onto her knees right in front of me. The movement was slow and graceful, her long hair falling forward slightly as she knelt. When she looked up at me, her big blue eyes were wide and bright, locked on mine with a kind of brazen confidence that sent a shiver through me.

“So why don’t I get down on my knees,” she said, “and why don’t I suck your dick?”

The world seemed to stop for a second. My pulse surged. Warmth shot through my body so fast I almost felt dizzy. My cock throbbed in my shorts, swelling harder and heavier by the second, pushing against the fabric with a pressure I couldn’t hide.

Even if some rational part of me doubted she would actually do it, the rest of me didn’t care. My dick was plenty hopeful. In fact, it was already reacting like it believed her completely.

I chuckled in disbelief. “You’re going to suck my dick?”

“Yeah,” Lexi said, as if she were stating something obvious. There was no hesitation in her voice, only a quiet, confident certainty that sent a responding surge of heat through my body.

“Why?” I said. “Hot girls don’t just blow random dudes like me.”

“They do if they think the guy is sexy,” Lexi said with a slow smile. She leaned in a little, her voice dropping into something more intimate. “And besides, I’m not finished. I’m going to suck you off, and then you’re going to realize you just got the best blowjob of your life from a girl who used to be a boy.”

I opened my mouth to argue with her, to laugh it off or call her bluff, but the words never came. It was already too late. Her hands were moving, sliding up the insides of my shorts. Her fingers were long and warm, soft yet deliberate, and they slipped beneath the fabric like she’d done it a thousand times before. She kept going, higher and higher, until her fingertips brushed against my cock and balls.

The contact jolted through me. My breath caught. My cock swelled instantly, hardening so fast it almost hurt as it pushed for room inside my boxers.

“So, what do you say?” Lexi murmured. Her lips parted slightly, and she ran her tongue slowly across them, wetting them in a way that made my spine tighten. All I could think about was how those lips would feel wrapped around the head of my cock. The image was sharp and vivid.

“You want to suck my dick? Um, yeah… definitely,” I said. My voice wobbled as my brain emptied out, all the blood rushing downward, leaving me dazed and stupid with arousal.

Lexi began undoing the button on my shorts. Her movements were unrushed and confident, like she enjoyed savoring every small step toward what came next. She slid the zipper down, then eased both my shorts and my boxers together, peeling them away from my hips. Cool air hit my skin as she pulled the fabric down my legs, and my cock sprang free.

I tried to keep myself composed, but a flicker of anticipation ran through me. I wanted to see her reaction.

I’m not the biggest guy in the world, but on a good day I’m a solid seven and three-quarters inches long, and a little over six inches around. Thick enough that every girlfriend I’d ever had commented on it. My ex-wife, especially, had liked the size. And Lexi was so petite that I knew she’d have to work to take even half of me.

As my cock dropped forward and slapped lightly against my thigh before lifting again, Lexi’s eyes widened. Her lips parted on a soft gasp.

“Wow,” she breathed.

Her mouth curved into an indulgent grin, and she reached out instinctively, wrapping her hand around my shaft. Her grip was gentle at first, exploring. She stroked me slowly, like she wanted to learn the shape of every inch. Her touch was warm and slippery with the natural slickness of my arousal, and each long, lazy motion sent a pulse of heat radiating up my spine. It was almost torturous, the slowness of it.

She kept staring at my cock like she was studying it, fascinated. Then her hand drifted lower, and she cupped my balls, rolling them lightly in her palm.

“Such big balls too,” she said. “This is why I decided to become a girl. I knew I was closer to a girl than a guy. I’m so tiny compared to you.”

“Come on,” I said, half laughing. “You’re still going on about that?”

I wanted to argue with her more, push her teasing back at her, but the truth was, the second her hands were on me, I didn’t care about the sales pitch or the stupid pills anymore. She could have pitched me a thousand-dollar bottle of glitter water and I would’ve bought two. She knew exactly what she was doing, and I was past the point of resisting any of it.

“Well, I guess you’ll find out soon enough,” Lexi said.

Her voice warmed, and she licked her lips again, slower this time. The color in her cheeks deepened. Then she leaned in and wrapped her mouth around the head of my cock.

I gasped. My breath hitched in my chest as her tongue swept across the underside of the head, velvet-soft and warm. She tasted me slowly, circling the sensitive ridge before easing her lips down further.

“Fuck,” I groaned.

Lexi’s mouth enveloped my cockhead completely. Her lips sealed around me with a gentle suction that made my hips jerk upward before I could stop myself. Then she kept going. Inch by inch, her mouth slid farther down my shaft. I felt the warm glide of her tongue, the subtle pressure of her lips, the wet heat of her throat as she drew me in.

She pulled back only to take me again in long, controlled motions. Her mouth was unreal. Soft in a way I had never felt before. Perfect in a way that made my knees weak even though I was sitting. Every stroke of her tongue made my muscles tense. Every slow press of her lips sent a new pulse of pleasure buzzing through my ribs.

I couldn’t believe how good it felt. I couldn’t believe someone that small could take me like she wanted to. My whole body shuddered as I watched her, overwhelmed by how incredible her mouth felt around me.

I gripped the sides of the chair as Lexi kept working my cock. Her mouth made wet, eager sounds as she sucked me, the kind of sloppy gurgle you only heard when someone was putting real effort into taking something too thick for their mouth. Her hands pressed against the tops of my thighs, fingers splayed wide for leverage as she pushed herself farther down my shaft.

I watched her struggle to take more than half of me, her jaw opening as far as she could manage, her throat tensing each time she tried to inch lower. I couldn’t help laughing under my breath. I loved the sight of it. Maybe this would knock that confident sparkle down a notch. She clearly thought she was hot shit — and to be fair, she was — but now she had finally met her match with a cock too big for her to conquer easily.

Her movements shifted after a moment. She started rolling her hips, slow and sensual, like she was grinding against an invisible partner. Her moans vibrated around my cock, sending a rush of heat through me, and then she reached one hand down between her own legs, sliding it inside her khakis.

God, that sight nearly undid me.

Yeah, grind that clit, you slutty salesgirl, I thought. Her greedy little mouth was so warm, so wet, so determined, that I had to grit my teeth to keep from losing control right then.

“I’m gonna cum soon if you keep going,” I warned through a ragged breath.

Lexi pulled her mouth off my cock with a wet pop and shook her head quickly. “Not yet,” she said. “I’m still getting started.”

Then she did something that made my pulse slam against my ribs. She turned away, planted her hands on her hips, and started sliding her khakis down. Slowly, teasingly, inch by inch.

A blowjob was already more than I’d ever expected from some random sales call, but now? What the hell else was this girl planning to give me?

The idea of sinking my cock into her tight, young pussy hit me like a gut punch. Just imagining how wet she’d be made my cock throb hard as steel.

When her pants finally pooled around her ankles, I saw her bare ass. Her skin was pale and smooth, flawless really. Her cheeks were round, firm, and perfectly perky. A tiny pink G-string cut between them, disappearing between her thighs where her lips sat tucked and hidden.

Lexi bent forward and looked back at me over her shoulder, grinning like she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

“Fuck,” I breathed out. I reached forward and grabbed her cheek, testing its firmness. Then I spanked her lightly. She gasped and I clenched my jaw. “What are you trying to do, get pregnant today? Because you’re making me want to fuck you. And I won’t want to stop until I’ve put every last drop in your belly.”

Lexi bit her lip, eyes shining. “Good.”

She backed her ass toward me and started grinding against my cock. I could feel the heat of her skin through the thin thong, feel the crack of her ass guiding my shaft as it rubbed slowly up and down.

I hooked a finger around the string of her thong, tugged it to the side, and guided my cock under the band so I could feel her more directly. The head of my cock slid against her asshole, soft and warm and surprisingly smooth.

“Son of a bitch,” I groaned. Lexi started doing tiny squats, just enough to make my cock glide back and forth across her tight little hole.

I licked my fingers quickly, then spit into my palm for extra slick. I rubbed it over her asshole, coating the tight ring. When my fingers touched her there, she moaned, a deep shiver rolling up her spine.

Her reaction surprised the hell out of me. She trembled as I rubbed her, like each touch shot straight through her body. Her hole was small, tight, puckered, unbelievably delicate. I didn’t know how anyone could fit inside her, though she seemed like the kind of girl who might let someone try.

Or maybe that was just my dirtiest imagination running wild.

“If you like my ass so much, then why don’t you eat it?” she said, breathless.

“Damn, you’re a dirty girl,” I said with a grin.

I grabbed her around the waist and lifted her up easily, her light body settling against me as I carried her into the living room. She let out a delighted giggle when I dropped her onto the sofa. I slid her forward a bit, then flipped her gently so she was bent over the seat cushion with her ass in the air.

I dropped to my knees behind her, pulled her thong to the side, and sank my mouth against her asshole immediately. My tongue pressed firmly against the tight ring, pushing just enough to make her cry out.

Lexi whimpered, her voice high and needy, as my tongue licked and circled her hole. She wiggled her hips, trying to grind back into my face while I held her ass still and kept feasting on her.

Her moans echoed softly against the cushions as I lapped at her, tasting her warmth and her scent, feeling her body tremble under my hands.

Her frustrated whines were sexy as hell, each one like a little spark that lit up something primal in me. The way her voice cracked when she couldn’t get what she wanted fast enough made me want to keep going, to bury my face even deeper between her cheeks and eat her harder, more hungrily. I was ravenous for her. Every soft, needy sound that escaped her lips just drove me further into a frenzy.

Still, I knew I couldn’t stay there forever. I should flip her over and finally give that pussy the attention it deserved. If her asshole looked and tasted this damn good, I could only imagine how incredible the rest of her would be.

So, I started to shift her position, ready to roll her onto her back and go down on her properly. But Lexi resisted.

“No,” she said, breath hitching as she reached behind to stop me. “I want you on my ass. Forget my pussy,” she added, more firmly this time.

“Forget your pussy?” I echoed, half-laughing, half-growling. “You’ve got to let me have some fun with it. My cock’s aching to stretch that tight little pussy open.”

“Well, not today,” Lexi said, her voice edged with both embarrassment and command. “I’m… on my period. If you’re going to fuck anything, it better be my ass. Understand?”

She gave me a look over her shoulder, her eyes dark and daring, as if she was challenging me to obey. There was something sassy and sharp in her tone now. She wasn’t asking—she was telling.

So I grinned and said, jokingly, “Yes, ma’am.”

I gave her ass a playful smack, watching the soft flesh ripple under my palm before I leaned back to take her all in. I was more than happy to give this sexy girl exactly what she wanted. I’d only had anal once before in my life, and that had been years ago. My wife hadn’t been into it and never let it happen again. Like most guys, it had always lingered as a quiet fantasy in the back of my mind, something I wanted but rarely got.

But now? Now I was about to fuck a smoking-hot girl in her tight little ass. It didn’t just feel like a dream come true—it felt like hitting the goddamn jackpot.

And I wasn’t about to waste the opportunity by waiting for her to change her mind.

I brought my hand to my cock and spit into my palm, rubbing it along my shaft until it glistened. Then I brought the head to her tight, puckered hole and began to press against it, slowly but deliberately, teasing the entrance.

Lexi moaned, her voice catching in her throat before melting into a purr. “Oh, ugh… mmm.”

“You like that?” I asked, my voice thick with arousal.

I groaned again, repeating it under my breath, unable to keep quiet. My body trembled with the kind of tension I hadn’t felt in years. For a second, I honestly wondered if I was going to come the moment I pushed inside her, like some desperate virgin on prom night.

I shook my head, trying to keep control, and started to press forward. Her asshole was still slick from my tongue, and the musky, slightly tart taste of her lingered on my lips. I licked them unconsciously as I pushed harder.

Her body tensed, but then I felt it—the moment her tight little hole gave way. The head of my cock slid inside.

“Oh, fuck!” Lexi cried out, her voice suddenly sharp with sensation. She threw her head back and reached for my thigh, gripping it tightly. “Hold on, hold on… slow down… you’re so big,” she whimpered.

I froze, letting her breathe through it. She kept her hand on my leg, like she needed the contact, like she was grounding herself through it. My cock barely moved. For a moment, we were locked in a tense stillness.

Then she loosened her grip and gave me a small nod. “Okay. Just go slow at first. You’re too fucking thick.” She let out a shaky laugh, but the next second her face tightened with focus and heat. Her mouth parted in a silent moan as her body began to adjust around me.

“Fuck,” I exhaled, my voice low and hoarse.

I pushed farther, sliding deeper into her hot, unbelievably tight hole. I could only get about half my length in, but the way her body clung to me was almost too much. I couldn’t move the way I usually would inside a pussy—there was no give here, no room to thrust the way I wanted. Her ass gripped me like a fist.

Still, I pulled back slowly and pushed forward again, each stroke a deliberate act of restraint. I couldn’t rush it. I didn’t want to. She was too snug, too soft, too perfect to fuck carelessly. I was going to take everything she offered me, and I was going to enjoy every second of it.

She moaned again, the sound shaky and raw, as I settled into a slow, steady rhythm. Her tight little canal was smooth and velvety, almost slippery inside, but with a heat that wrapped around me like fire. It was so snug that I didn’t feel much movement around my shaft—just pressure, warmth, and the overwhelming urge to come.

But I held back. I looked down at her gorgeous body bent in front of me, the way her hips flared and her spine arched, and I bit my lip to stop myself from losing control too soon. She looked like a dream—an hourglass beauty stretched out just for me, taking me inside her with moans and shaky gasps.

As I fucked her, I watched her hand slide down between her thighs. Her fingers worked quickly, and her voice rose.

“Oh my God,” she gasped. “Fuck me… I’m so close… just like that. Hit my spot…”

I spanked her again, my palm slapping the round swell of her ass. She jolted slightly, then moaned even louder, rocking back into me.

“You like that, huh? You’re going to orgasm with my dick in your ass? You’re the wildest girl I’ve ever met,” I said with a slow, hungry grin. I felt like a goddamn king right then. There was something intoxicating about it. Making a girl lose control from having her ass fucked felt like an accomplishment that deserved a trophy. It made every nerve in my body light up with a cocky thrill.

I kept pumping into her, trying my hardest to hold off the orgasm clawing its way up my spine. My balls felt heavy, tight, almost painful with how badly I wanted to release. But Lexi was close, and I could hear it in her breath. Every little gasp had that sharp edge of desperation. So I just kept fucking. I sped up my thrusts and pushed deeper, each stroke a little harder as her body tightened around me.

“Fuck, girl,” I growled, my voice ragged from holding back. “I’m going to cum soon. I want to fill this ass so bad.”

“I’m so close… I just have to… oh, ah!” Lexi cried out, her voice cracking as the pleasure hit her.

It was then that I noticed her arm moving in a strange, rhythmic motion. A jerking motion, tight and fast, like she was gripping something in her fist. For a second, I figured she was going at her clit with everything she had. A last-second rush to push herself over the edge.

But she wasn’t.

Because a moment later, I saw it. Thick, white ropes shooting onto the floor beneath her chest. Not drops. Not dribbles. Ropes.

I leaned to the side, trying to see past her hip. And that was when I saw it. Her dick.

I froze and pulled my cock out of her tight, stretched asshole. My heart pounded against my ribs. I reached down and tugged her thong to the side, needing to see for myself. And there it was. A smooth, pink ballsack sitting just past her taint, small and soft-looking. Completely hairless. Honestly, it looked as delicate and pretty as anything else on her. Effeminate, almost. But still shocking as hell.

“No fucking way,” I breathed out. It wasn’t anger. More disbelief crashing into reality.

Lexi kept stroking her cock as she finished cumming, her breath shaking. When she finally came down enough to form words, she turned her head and looked at me over her shoulder.

“I told you,” she said, panting. “Now stop acting like you care and finish what you started.”

I stared at her gaping, swollen asshole, still wet from me and twitching around nothing. She was right. I wanted her. I wanted her badly. Part of me even wanted to fuck her senseless for not telling me twice, for making me figure it out like this.

But then again… had she lied? She had told me earlier. I was the one who brushed it off, too horny and too sure of myself to listen. This wasn’t on her. I was the idiot who ignored it. And now I was here, wanting a girl who happened to have a dick and balls.

But Jesus, she didn’t feel like anything but a girl to me. She was gorgeous. The prettiest girl I’d ever had bent beneath me. Easily the prettiest I’d ever fucked.

So, yes, I shoved my cock right back into her tight, hot asshole. I sank into her fully and started jackhammering her. Now that I knew exactly how she liked it, now that I knew I was hitting some hidden spot inside her that made her fall apart, I gave her everything I had been holding back.

“Fuck!” Lexi cried out, her voice high and raw. “Harder!” she begged, gripping the floor like she was bracing against a storm.

So I gave it to her. I fucked her with every bit of pent-up need inside me until my balls felt swollen and restless, practically trembling like a reactor about to break containment.

I kept going, letting myself get lost in it. And I couldn’t stop thinking about her dick. Her balls. The way she had cum so hard that she shook. The image ran through my head again and again, and to my surprise, it only made me want her more.

Finally, I reached around and grabbed her cock. It was wet, softening but still sensitive. I stroked the slick shaft, feeling her tense around me. I cupped her balls and squeezed. She groaned, low and guttural, and that sound made my cock throb violently.

“I’m going to cum in your naughty little ass,” I groaned, the words slipping out like a promise I couldn’t take back.

“Pump me full, then,” she said with a wicked little grin, the kind that pushed every last bit of restraint out of my body.

I finally let go. The pressure inside me had built so intensely that it felt like my cock might burst. Her tight, gripping heat wrapped around me so completely that it almost hurt. It felt as if there was no room left inside her, no space at all for my release. For a split second, I even had the insane thought that the cum would back up in my shaft and make me shatter from the inside. The pressure, the tightness, the intensity of it all were overwhelming.

But I came anyway. Hard.

I emptied myself into her, pumping a thick, hot load deep into her tight, pulsing butt. It felt endless, like my body had stored half a cup of warm, sticky release just for her. Each pulse of my orgasm made her clench, and each clench made me groan louder into the air.

By the time my cock was firing its final spurts, cum began to leak out around the base of my shaft, a slick warmth seeping out of her stretched hole. I finally pulled out, slow and shaky, and watched my load ooze out of her and slide down over the back of her smooth, delicate ballsack. The sight made something inside me twitch with renewed hunger.

“Fuck,” I said as I tried to catch my breath. My chest rose and fell heavily. I could barely think. I shook my head, stunned by everything that had just happened between us.

Lexi turned her head and looked at me over her shoulder. “I told you.”

“Yeah, you told me,” I said with a slow nod. “You fucking seduced me and then trapped me is what you did.”

“Guilty,” Lexi said with a playful, satisfied grin. “But you liked it.”

She wasn’t wrong. I had loved every second of it. The part of me that wanted to be angry was faint compared to how much my body still wanted her. Even the frustration I felt about her surprising me faded the moment I looked at her again. One glance at her flushed ass, stretched and glistening, made my cock twitch as if it wanted another round already.

Lexi rolled onto her back and spread her legs. The movement was smooth, almost teasing. Her small cock and tight balls made a soft bulge beneath the thin front pouch of her pink thong. Seeing it like that—so feminine, so unexpected—made my head spin all over again.

“So,” Lexi said casually, as if we hadn’t just fucked like animals. “You’re going to buy some of my stuff, then?”

“What? Who said that?” I asked, baffled.

“Well, if you don’t,” she said in a sing-song voice, “I guess I’ll have to call your ex-wife and tell her you fucked a girl with a cock and balls.”

“How are you going to do that?” I asked, lifting my chin and trying to match her confidence.

“I’ve already got her number right here. I snuck it from your phone while you were too busy eating my ass,” she said, tapping the side of her hip as if she had it saved like a trophy.

“You’re good,” I admitted. I couldn’t even pretend otherwise. “Fine,” I said with a sigh. “I’ll buy what you want me to buy.”

“Good,” Lexi said, her lips curving into a triumphant smile.

“They always do,” she added, still smiling as if she had planned this outcome from the moment she walked in.
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